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Chapter One 


The door to the bar opened with a jingle, and the sound of heavy boots making their way across the floor was 
so perfectly timed to the beat of Bon Jovi's "Wanted Dead Or Alive" being blasted from the jukebox, that for a 
moment, Reb thought he had been transported into a music video. He pried his face up off the bar to blearily 
see Kip Winger slide onto the bar stool next to him. He wasn't much of a cowboy, despite the boots. Kip wore a 
leather jacket with a band t-shirt underneath, his chest hair poking a little out of the top. His long hair curled 


around the edges of the cap he was wearing. 

"IFs almost two in the morning, Reb. What are you still doing here? Looking for love in a dingy bar?" 

Reb snorted and took another gulp of his beer. "Hell no. | was just thinking it's totally unfair how that guitar- 
player in Bon Jovi only gets to solo for, like, IO seconds in any given song. | mean, the guy can play! What the 
hell is with that!" 


Kip was giving him a wry look. "Well, | guess | don't have to worry about you bailing on me for the gig in Bon 


Jovi." 


Reb drained the rest of his glass and sat it on the counter. He'd just stifled a burp with the back of his hand 


when the jukebox started blasting that "Fight For Your Right To Party" song. "Aww, my head," groaned Reb, 
dropping his forehead back onto the bar. The thumping beat in that song was giving him a headache. 


‘C'mon, that's our cue," said Kip as he helped Reb off his stool. They started for the exit as Reb tried to 
wrestle his way into his jacket. Damn, maybe he was drunker than he'd thought. He didn't usually have so 


much trouble dressing himself. 


The cold, wet air slapped Reb in the face, waking him up out his stupor. "Waitaminute, | didn't pay my tab--" 
he started to say, but Kip cut him off. 


"| left money on the bar" 

"Nol" Reb whined. "You shouldn't have to pay my way, man! You're sleeping on a couch!" 

Kip sighed deeply. "Please say it a little louder. | think someone in Hackensack didn't hear you” 
Crestfallen, Reb said, ‘Im sorry, Kip’ 


"You're already forgiven Let's just take a cab." They piled in the back of the cab, where Reb somehow 


managed to sort of drape himself across Kip, seeking his warmth. 
"Where to, boss?" asked the cabbie. 

"What's your address?" Kip said into Reb's ear. 

"Huh? You don't know?" Reb said between chattering teeth. 
"You've never invited me over." 


"Oh! Uh, sorry about that. Um, 55th and 3rd. | mean, 33rd and Sth. | mean -- damn. Where am | living right 
now?" It was all blurring together in Reb's head He wasn't even home much anymore, not that the place 
belonged to him anyway. He'd been living with Fiona, and they'd recently mutually agreed to end their 
relationship. He didn't have anywhere else to live, and Fiona was good enough not to kick him out. Still, Reb had 


been finding every excuse possible to not be at her apartment. 
"We'll just go to my place." Kip gave the address to the cabbie, who took off uptown 


"Bob won't be pissed?" Kip's place wasn't his, either. He was staying on the couch of Bob, a legendary soundguy 


who'd worked with Aerosmith and basically everyone who was anyone in the business. 
"He's not home tonight," said Kip. "And given the circumstances, | think he'd understand." 


"What d'you mean?" Reb got a bit defensive. "I'm fine! l'm just fine! I'm not even that drunk. | just don't want to 


sleep at Fiona's place, that's all” 

"You'll freeze to death on the street," Kip told him. 

"| wouldn't have slept on the street! | would've slept at that hotel on St. Mark's," insisted Reb. 
"The rent-by-the-hour place?" Kip chuckled "And woken up with bed bugs?" 


Fair. Reb let the subject drop. He stuffed a few bills into Kip's hand so they could pay the cabbie; it was only 
fair after Kip had picked up his tab. They made it up to Bob's apartment without incident and Reb was trying 
to pry his shoes off when Kip said, "Hey, why didn't you want to sleep at Fiona's place anyway?" 


Reb sat there on the floor for a moment, one shoe on and one shoe in his hand, looking and feeling pathetic. 


"We're breaking up." 


Mercifully, Kip didn't ask why. "Oh, I'm sorry to hear that." He sat on the couch and rested his hands on Reb's 
shoulders. "Tell me if you need anything. Okay?" 


"Okay," said Reb meekly. Kip, who had stripped to his t-shirt and underwear, lay on the couch and lay his head 


on a pillow. A thought occurred to Reb. "Hey, where'm | gonna sleep?" 


Kip cracked an eye open. "Well, you won't fit on the couch with me and Bob's bed is off limits. Grab a pillow and 


sack out on the floor next to me." 


The thought of trying to share the couch with Kip made Reb snort with laughter. He had this mental image of 
the two of them all tangled up on the couch. Well, itd probably work if Reb lay down and Kip lay on top of him, 
and rested his head on his chest and they slept that way-- 


Suddenly, Reb wasn't laughing any more. He took the pillow Kip offered him and curled into a ball on the floor. 
He waited till he heard Kip's breathing go long and deep and then he let the tears flow from the corners of his 
eyes into the soft pillow. He didn't even try to stop himself -- he was a little drunk and the pain inside him 
was bad enough that it needed exorcism. He needed to cry it out. 

She was beautiful. She was sweet, and nice, and everything he needed. So why didn't it work? 

Reb, | know you don't love me the way I love you. 

But he had loved her! He hadl 


A soft brush of fingers to the side of his face, and Reb inhaled with shock in a stutter. Kip was whispering, 
"What's wrong? Why are you crying?" 


Reb buried his face in the pillow and sobbed 


"lm right here," Kip assured him. He rolled onto his stomach so his hand could slide down to touch Reb's hand, 


which was gripping the pillow. "If you need me, I'm right here." 


Reb took a deep breath, and then another. Soon, the tears stopped flowing. It didn't take long before sleep found 
them. 


Chapter Two 


"Sahara project, take one." 


Reb launched into the riff, fingers flying deftly across the frets as he poured everything he had into his 
guitar playing. All his excitement, frustrations, his hopes and fears. All of it. This must be what an exorcism 


feels like, Reb thought. 


As he played, he tried to imagine how it would be: Kip in the spotlight, himself to one side, Paul's rhythm 
complementing him while Rod drove them all forward like a rushing wave. They would be young and powerful 


and so tight, nothing could ever tear them apart. 


No sooner had he played his last note than the door to the recording booth flew open and Kip ran in. He wore 
a look of pure ecstasy as he fell to his knees at Reb's feet. "Yes, that's it! Oh my god!" 


Reb blushed as Kip walked towards him on his knees to grab his guitar and kiss it gratefully. "That was unreal!" 
"Thanks, Kip. Uh, | tried my best." 

Paul stuck his head in the door and said, "Hey, Reb, leave the rest of us some scenery to chew, okay?!" Rod, 
who was standing right behind him, laughed and slapped Paul on the shoulder. They were all glowing with 


pleasure. They all knew how good they were, and what a special thing they'd put together. 


In the editing booth, while their producer adjusted some of the controls, they went over their progress and 
plans for the next day's recording. 


"Okay, guys!" Paul spoke up. "I've got to be in Canada for the Alice Cooper show day after tomorrow, so we 


need to go ahead and figure out what to do about the band name while I'm still here." 
Kip paused his stretches he was doing for his leg to ponder on this. The original plan was to call the band 
‘Sahara’, but a lawyer had sent them a cease and desist letter, claiming that he represented a band already 


called Sahara and they could expect to be sued if they didn't change it. "Can anyone think of anything good?" 


"We could go with Alice's suggestion and call it Winger," said Paul. Alice Cooper, for whatever reason, thought 
that Kip had an uncommonly cool name and had been on them to call the band that. 


Kip groaned. "It's so.. self-important! Everyone will think I'm an egomaniac." 
"Hey, it worked for that Bon Jovi guy," said Reb, thinking about that jukebox. 


Both Paul and Rod started cracking up. "That's it! We're so Bon Jovi!" Paul clapped his hands. "We have the 


dreamboat lead singer who the band's named after, and the tall guitar player who's in love with the singer!" 


That made them all laugh even harder (Kip buried his face in his hands to guffaw) except for Reb, who fought 
to conceal the stricken look on his face. He tried to recover quickly and laugh along before the others noticed 
his slip-up. 

Rod fanned himself. "Okay, okay! Can we agree on calling ourselves Winger?" 

"Just until someone thinks of something better," said Kip, with a dramatic wince. 

Paul rapped his knuckles on the wall like a judge banging his gavel and said in a mock-solemn voice, "It is done!" 
They filed out into the hallway, taking animatedly about when to meet up tomorrow and which parts of the 
songs they wanted to record, when Kip stopped in his tracks so suddenly that Reb nearly crashed into him. The 
others looked at him curiously, and then followed his line of sight to the reception area, where a young woman 


was perched prettily on an ottoman, 


Her feet were crossed at the ankle and her hands folded. A little hat adorned her head, and when she looked 


up, big blue eyes shone out of a lovely face. She rose with the grace of a dancer to approach them. 
"Maddy," said Kip. "What are you doing here?" 

"Hello, Kip, its good to see you, too." The girl, Maddy, pursed her lips. 

‘It's just -- it's been three years." 

She shrugged. "I heard you were in New York. | wanted to see you." 

Reb glanced over at Kip's face. He looked blank, almost as though he were afraid to show any sort of emotion 
or reaction This was unlike Kip -- he wasn't the most demonstrative person, but nor was he usually this 
guarded. Kip turned to look up at him, and Reb startled a bit at being caught staring at him. 

‘Can you wait outside for me?" Kip asked him. 

"Sure, no problem," said Reb, and he, Paul, and Rod headed for the elevator. 

Once the elevator doors closed, Paul let out a low whistle. "That girl is a babe! Who do you think she is?" 
"She must be some ex-girlfriend of Kip's," said Rod. 

Reb began yanking the zipper of his coat up and down, making it shriek. 


"He never had a girlfriend the whole time we were in Alice Cooper together," Paul pointed out. 


"So she's a girlfriend from college," said Rod with a shrug. 


"Maddy," Paul tried out her name on his tongue. "Maddy. sounds like a rich girl's name." 

They made it down to the lobby and Rod asked Reb, "Do you want to wait for Kip or go to dinner with us?" 
"l'm starving," moaned Paul. 

"lll wait for Kip," Reb told them. "You two go on, I'll let him know when he gets down here." 

Rod and Paul said their goodbyes and headed out the front door. Reb sat on the uncomfortable couch in the 
lobby and silently fretted to himself. What was going on up there? What had Kip acting so.. un-Kip-like? 
Nothing ever threw Kip for a loop. He had the natural confidence of someone born with more than his fair 
share of looks and talent. 

The elevator dinged, and Kip and Maddy walked out. She looked into Kip's eyes and something seemed to pass 
between them. After a moment, Maddy gave Kip a little cuff beneath the chin and then turned on her heel and 
left the building. A cold blast of winter wind heralded her exit onto the street. 

Kip sank into the couch next to Reb. 

"What's going on?" Reb asked him. 

Kip was turning a piece of paper over and over in his hand. It had a number written on it. "It's not every day 


that the past walks in through the door," said Kip. "It's just hard sometimes to tell what's a promising future 
and what should stay in the past." 


